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Memory No. 468 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this as an exercise against writer\'s block, so it\'s not totally up to my usual standard. But | think it\'s 


fairly decent nonetheless! 


Time: April 770. Sometime during the wee hours of the morning 
Place: Somewhere in the Northeastern US. Motel room. OFF night 


It was sometime after one AM that you suggested camping out. We'd been in my room most of that evening 
playing cards, drinking, watching the telly, boring ourselves out of our heads. The night before our capacity for 
a proper rock star-style evening out had been exhausted and this seemed to be the only alternative up until 
now. | smirked and asked where we were going to get camping equipment from at this time of night, but you 


didn't seem to hear. 
"Are you coming or not?" 


| wasn't tired and | wasn't particularly keen to sit around like a lump either, so | told you | was up for anything. 


We didn't take coats because it had been pleasantly warm for the past week or so. You went banging on the 
door of one of the American crew and demanded the keys to his 1964 Pontiac Catalina convertible. Naturally 
you were appeased because it was late and it didn't pay to argue with Roger Waters about anything (though 
the car did come with a warning that your head would be served on a plate should it be returned with a single 


scratch) 


We took off in a rather random direction, top down, wind whipping bits of my hair into my mouth. | didn't care 
so much ‘cause it felt so nice. You drove in that particular manner of yours, leaning forward in the seat, 
hands on top of the steering wheel. All the while you cursed how annoying it was that bloody Americans had 
to drive on the wrong side of the road, but otherwise you seemed unusually content. | reached out to turn the 


radio on but you touched my hand rather gently. 
'Let's..lets have it off for now. Do you mind?" 


No, | didn't, especially because of those tingles your fingers sent through my skin | slid back in my seat and 
pretended to be paying attention to the turnpike signs we passed, all the while watching you out of the corner 
of my eye. You always look so damned determined when you drive, like it's absolutely pertinent that you get to 
where you're going as quickly as possible. It's a life or death situation look. Sometimes it's difficult not to laugh 
at the range of exaggerated expressions that you've probably got no idea you're pulling. 


The first exit we came across, you pulled onto, cutting off several cars and receiving angry beeps in return 
"Fuck of fl" 
"Don't think they heard you, Rog." 


It was a moderately small town we were riding through, though clearly in the process of being built up. A little 
ways down the road, there was an empty development and the skeleton of an unfinished building overtaking 
most of the dusty lot. You slowed down and we peered beyond the behemoth wooden frame where a crop of 
tall trees were just barely visible. Black stencils against the dark, rich sky. We pulled in and the moment my 
feet hit the rocky ground, | regretted my decision not to wear shoes. You walked on ahead through the shell of 
the building. Just like | sleepwalker, the way you went, I'd never seen you in such a state. You ran your lovely 
long fingers over the wooden beams as you went, pushing through plastic curtains until we came out into the 
field that lay on the other side. | much preferred the soft, overgrown grass than the lot and | quickly caught 
up with you. 


There was the perfunctory desire to speak but | couldn't think of anything to say. You seemed keen on the 
silence too, so | supposed it was just as well. Reaching the edge of the woods, we came upon that a dirt trail 
sloped downwards, leading to the sound of softly running water. Giant roots served as steps of a sort when we 
clambered down | touched the trees around me on the way, just to feel something grounded under my hands 
so as to be secure in the fact that | wouldn't slip. Closer, we found a creek, slightly deep, running round the 
bend. On the other side, elevated, there was a small gassy clearing. | wanted to cross the creek and climb up 
into said clearing but you clearly had other plans. You sat down on the bank and pulled your boots off, then 


rolled your trousers up to your knees to reveal awkward, skinny legs. And in a completely un-Roger Waters- 


like manner, you slipped your feet into the water and made a small sound of satisfaction 


You just stood there for a moment and | watched the murky glass cascading around the twin columns of your 
legs, bits of dead grass sticking to the backs of your calves. Quite hypnotic. The sound of the running water 
and the way it parted around your body..l joined you, shivering pleasurably at the feeling of my toes sinking 
into that cool, squishy mud. Moonlight filtered through the leaves and glinted against the creek, your shining 
head. You looked quite peaceful and | could see that rare drowse in your eyes that showed that you were 


letting your guard down. There was even a small smile playing around your mouth. 


It felt very romantic, the whole thing. / felt very romantic. How did gay men do this sort of thing? I'd only 
ever heard of the things that toilet-traders got up to but never anything that related to, Christ, courting in 
any sense of the word. | didn't just want to go at it with you, not at the moment anyway. | wanted to..| don't 


know..romance was something that you were only supposed to experience with girls, wasn't it? 


You began to wander downstream and | followed, wondering what the hell | should do or say and if | should do 
or say anything at all. The calmness of our surroundings, however, help to ease a bit of the fear that always 
dogged me when I'd come up with schemes to tell you how | felt. Each splish splish ahead of me lulled me into a 
stupor until | found myself walking beside you, round the bend. A tangle of branches formed a canopy 
overhead that grew lower and lower until we had to stoop to get through, the water here significantly cooler 


under the cover of these trees. 


‘Damn i!" You'd bumped your head against a branch overhead and | couldn't suppress a smile. All of a sudden, 
with no mind-made-up decision to do so, | slipped my hand into the darkness and found yours. Just for a 
moment, for a mere split second you paused, then continued as if nothing had happened. You didn't make any 
move to pull away though, so | kept hold for the next few minutes of wading and ducking. Eventually we 
emerged from the darkness a found a new clearing to the right. You were quick to climb out of the creek and 
made an attempt to slide your hand out of my grasp, which didn't work. Clearly annoyed, you sunk to the 
ground and | followed suit, wishing that you'd look me in the eye. 


Silence followed and | took the opportunity to savor what could possibly have been the most intimate contact 
we'd ever experience together. You sulked and | watched, waiting for you to say something, anything Finally, 
turning to me but not meeting my eyes, you held up our clasped hands like rubbish 

"This a joke?" 

"| don't see anyone around to laugh at it. Do you?" 

"There's you...” 

"Hey, do | look like I'm taking the piss?" You gazed at the opposite bank. "Look at me and tell me if you think I'm 


taking the piss." Your eyes slowly moved back toward me and ran the length of my face, wearing the 


expression of someone who'd clearly been rejected one time too many. You could pull the birds but perhaps 


you hadn't been so successful with.. 

"| didn't know you were that way" 

"im not queer" It came off quite defensive and | cleared my throat. "I mean, except for, em, this’ 
"And what makes you think that | give a toss?" 


"You're sitting here and hearing me out, holding my hana." 


"Maybe | pity you." 
| highly fucking doubt it! If you didn't care, you'd have told me to fuck off as soon as | touched you." 


Not much use arguing with that. Satisfied, | leaned in to kiss you. I'd spent two years staring at the contours 
of your beautiful mouth and | wasn't about to miss my opportunity. You turned away out of ridiculous bloody 
pride but | caught you regardless, suckling your luscious bottom lip until you finally responded with a small 
amount of desperation. Hands still gripped one another, moist with sweat, but neither of us moved to separate, 


perhaps too scared of shattering the brittle, slipshod union. 


When it was finished you announced that that was far enough. | agreed out loud anyway. We laid out on the 
grass beside one another, staring up at the raggedly-bordered circle of sky over us, neither speaking. The 
corners of my mouth were still wet with your saliva and | snaked my tongue out to taste. | could smell the 


earth and eventually | felt a lazy smile form on my face because | realized that | was lying beside you 


underneath that big, big sky and that thought made me feel very happy and full. 


You let me drape an arm over your torso and when we woke up, we were soaked to the skin with dew, bits of 


your hair in my mouth. 


